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THIS IS FOR YOU, VINCENEILSIXXI987, | HOPE YOU LIKE IT! ~ 


"Fuck Nikki, get your ass over here." Nikki sighed, heavy and exasperated. He was tired. No not that tired, the 
kind where you were pissed off and sick of someone. Vince Neil for one. He was getting real tired of the blonde 


bitch over there always ordering him around like a fucking dog. 


Nikki Sixx wasn't a fucking dog. He glared at the blonde lounging around on the couch with sluts on each arm. 
"Well get your ass in gear, chop chop. | want a bottle of Jack. No | want three bottles, two for my lovely ladies 
here." The girls started to giggle, hair curling around their stick on nails. 


Nikki wanted too growl. He was NOT going to be Vince's waiter for the night. "Get it yourself. Are your fucking 


legs broken, Neil?" A sharp glare and then fist connecting with his nose, girls screaming while blood spilt out. 


He fell back, holding his bleeding nose. "Fucker," he managed to choke out. Vince told the groupies to wait in his 
room while he took care of ‘something’. Nikki hit the wall, blood running down his hand. Vince grabbed Nikki's 
shirt and ripped him away from the wall, glaring into his eyes. 


"Don't you EVER fucking disobey me." Nikki wanted to spit right in his face but the pain in his nose told him 
he'd better not. Vince shook his head, shirt falling from his grasp. "Now go get me the Jack or.." He got close 
to Nikki's neck, licking the shell of his ear. 


Nikki shivered. 


"l'Il find other ways to hurt you." Nikki wasn't someone to be intimidated but there was just something in 
Vince's voice, something that hissed at him to watch his tongue so he just nodded, glare intact. 


Vince smiled smugly, patting Nikki on the shoulder and walking off toward his bedroom. Once he left, Nikki ran 
to the bathroom and quickly tended to his bleeding nose, stuffing toilet paper in his nostrils. When the blood 
flow stopped he fell to the floor, head resting on the sink cabinet. 


“Stupid bastard" 


‘But | don't really think that damnit: He sighed, copper smell coming into his mouth. He could hear moans from 
the next room and growled. He hated those sluts Vince would bring home and fuck, they'd agree to anything 
and everything you'd say. 


He wanted Vince but did the blonde want him, fuck no. He knew Nikki liked him and he exploited that. 
Manipulated him into doing whatever he wished. Of course that didn't mean Nikki *always* did it and this was 
what happened when he ‘disobeyed’. 


"Goddamn him." The tears were running away from his eyes, wetting his shirt. He hated feeling this way, he 
hated being Vince's slave. 


"Slave?" Fuck that, he wasn't *anyone's* slave and tonight he was going to show blondie a thing or two. He 


would have Vince bow down to his fucking knee's while giving him a blow. 


That would teach him to mess with Nikki fucking Sixx. He finally made it off the dirty tile, whipping cigarette 
buds off his leather pants. They smoked in the bathroom too.. 


"We need a maid" 


"Think you're right this time" He turned to see Vince standing in the door frame, smirking. He glared, it seemed 
Mr. Neil didn’t last too long. That was only five minutes. 


"Done already?" Glare, growl and snarl. He'd hit a sensitive spot. 


"What the fuck is that supposed to mean?" Nikki grinned, ear to ear. 


"That you can't last long, fuck are you stupid Vinny." A.smirk. That was very unlike Vince. 


‘Maybe | can't, wanna test me?" Nikki raised his eye brows, this was new. 


"Uh." Vince chuckled, he turned around, blonde hair flipping off his shoulders. Nikki didn't know whether he 
should follow or think things over. He decided to follow. 


Vince had led them into his bedroom, lights were off and those girls were gone. Nikki was about to turn on a 
light but Vince's hand stopped him. He didn't like this, what was Vince planning in that sneaky perverted brain of 
his? 


He would soon find out. 


Vince had thrown him on the bed and tore off his shirt, eyes gleaming. Before he knew it he had his head back 


in pleasure, withering, moaning, saying incoherent mumbles as Vince sucked him off. 


Wait no..this wasn't the way it was supposed to happen 


Damnit. 


He would get his way yet, Vince couldn't always be the reckless, crazy unpredictable one. 


It was Nikki's turn. 


| hope it was okay for the Ist chapter. There's more coming soon. 


A mass of confusion 
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Well, Nikki knew what to put on Vince's tome stone when he died. ‘He was incredibly skilled with the tongue: 
Another moan here and there and soon liquid cum shot out of him and onto the mattress. He happened to 


forget that HE was the one supposed to make the other cum. 


"| fucking hate you," he choked out, cracking and sounding desperate. There was a low chuckle and then he could 
feel the sheets move, finally Vince's head popped out with a small, sly grin 


"Oh, | know, no need to tell me." He licked Nikki's lips, tracing before slipping his warm tongue into the inviting 
cavern, “But you also love me." Nikki just couldn't suppress a moan, he'd only dreamed Vince would be doing this 


to him and now.. 


Wait, why was Vince doing this to him, it just didn't make any sense. A sharp intake of breath as a mouth 
sucked his hard nipple. His fingers wove into soft silky blonde hair. 


Hands all over, he loved this feeling, he wanted no needed more. Warm lips on his skin, stomach, lower-- 


"Ahh!" He wanted to touch him but Vince had told him to be a good boy, how cruel he thought. Now he had a 


chance but couldn't take it, couldn't act on it. 
Just wasn't fair. 


So why not change the rules, no one said this was Neil's game alone. Yes he would change the rules. He pulled 
the singer up by his bleached hair, reversing their positions but not for long. Vince wrapped his legs around 


Nikki's waist and flipped them over again, smirk very evident on his face. 


Nikki growled. "Son of a bitch, you are." Vince rested his head on his elbows. 


"Would you have me any other way?" Nikki couldn't with hold a smile this time. 


"I'd have to say no to that." Now Vince did something truly confusing. He got up and walked out. 


Fucking WALKED OUT! Nikki propped himself up on his elbows, looking a bit pissed "The fuck you going? If you 


hadn't noticed we were in the middle of something!" 


Silence. 


He got up and followed the blonde, pulling together a string of obscenities. "You little fuck--" As quick as 
lightning he was thrown up against the wall, hands pushing at his shoulders. 


"Fuck off, bitch." The fuck, where did that sudden mood change come from? All well, you can't really tell about 


Vince anyway, when he'll explode or when he'll be the nicest person you've ever met. 


"Vince." He couldn't find the words, they disappeared from his mouth. That *never * happened. Vince had let 
him go, shooting him a glare that could pierce glass. What had he done? 


"Just stay the fuck away from me right now" God, he was getting sick of that attitude. He cleared his throat 
as not to seem bothered by the way Vince talked to him and just nodded, 


Vince had already walked away, out the door. Nikki didn't follow, too pissed to think straight. What game was 
Vince playing with him? One moment he could be sadistic and the next sweet but then turn back to cold and 


demanding. 


IT WAS SO CONFUSING! 


Nikki sighed, grabbed an open bottle of vodka and sat on the couch, glaring at the blank T.V. He wanted 
something to explode tonight.somebody's head maybe? 


Yes. 


He flipped on the screen and stared at it mind numbingly. How many hours had he spent in this exact same 
spot, exact same reason. Too many and fuck if he didn't need to get laid by someone, anyone. Blondie sure 


wasn't going to get the job done. 


And fuck if he didn't want him too. You see, this is what he does to him, makes him repeat things he's already 
said in his brain, goddamn Vince Neil, fucking with people and their mind's. 


The noise from the TV was getting extremely annoying. He chucked his drink at it, feeling a little better when 
it exploded, sparks and all. He laid his head back, cushions soft but dirty and giving him an awkward feeling 
about what he was laying in 


And why hasn't he seen Tommy or Mick all day. 


God, where do these people go?..Strippers but damn, all day? 


Maybe Vince knew-- 


Shit, he had to stop turning every thought back to that bastard.. 


But it was so hard not to. 


And now the door had slammed, opened and slammed again. "Who ever the fuck you are, quit slamming that 


goddamn door and pick whether you want to come in or not!" 


"Hey, shut the fuck up and make mel” 


Vince. 


Ugh. 


"That an invitation?" He smirked, taking a cigarette and lighting it. "Cause | might just take it this time." 


Another slam. 


‘ Jesus he fucking broke it this time Nikki jumped over the couch, glaring. "I told you to fucking stop! What the 


hell is your problem?" Vince looked down, as if afraid to say something. 


Instead he mumbled, "You." Very quietly Nikki had to strain to hear him. 


Fuck. 


The fire is burning and it's out of control 
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"What the hell do you mean ‘me'?" Vince glared, crossing his arms over his chest. 
"Well, what do you think | mean, asshole!" Nikki smiled. 


"Vinny, do you li-K-e me?" A shaking of head, step back, fall down threw the open door and loud laughter. Vince 
growled, Nikki shrugged and held out his hand for the blonde to take it, still snickering. 


Vince did, squinting his eyes before stomping away. Nikki kept a firm grip on his hand though, following Vince to 
a room. Vince looked back, gritting his teeth. "Quit fucking following me, | don't fucking like you!" 


A shrug of the smallest kind, smirk making dark eyes light up with fire. "Then why | am | the reason who have 
a problem?" He dragged out the silence, hand long since left the others. 


Vince shook his head. "You are such a ass sometimes." Nikki frowned, sighed and settled on resting his weight 


on his right foot. 


"Cut the shit and tell me." A heavy sigh before he continued. "Just tell me, I'm not in the mood right now for 


your games." Vince sighed, adjusting his eyes to something more entertaining. 


"l." He looked down now, keeping his eyes on his feet. "You know what, shut the fuck up Nikki, you.." He didn't 
finish and instead pushed Nikki out of the way and headed for the door. Nikki's voice stopped him. 


"Don't you fucking leave now, you came back for a reason and you're damn well going to explain it" A fist 
swirled around but he caught it before it could connect with his jaw. 


"Fuck off Sixx!" Another punch, still didn’t land. A string of laughter, cruel and cold. "Just because you're 


stronger doesn't mean you're smarter." A foot kicked him in the stomach making him release his hold on 


Vince's wrists with a yelp. 


He fell to the floor. 


Vince snorted, laughing reduced to small snickers. "I told you to drop it and unfortunately you did but not the 
way | wanted. Leave me ALONE damnit, | don't want to talk to you!" And with that he left leaving Nikki 


clutching his stomach. For a skinny small guy he sure had a fucking powerful kick. 


He moaned before moving to get up. This was war, he was so going to get that little bastard back, in more 


ways than one perhaps. A smirk formed on his lips. "You little bitch, when | catch you I'm gonna eat you!" 


What. The. Fuck. Why the hell did THAT come out of his mouth. ‘I'll beat your ass. I'll fucking kill you. I'll make 
you bruised and bloody. WHY COULDN'T HE SAY SOMETHING LIKE THAT?! But no he had to say something 
Totally..weird. 


Laughter. Peels of laughter from somewhere in the house. If there was one thing he hated, it was someone 


laughing at him. He growled low, almost animal like. "Shut the fuck up!" Yeah, great come back that was.. 


Shit, he needed to do something fast. This game they were playing..anything goes, only rule. His turn now. He 
marched off to where he heard those irritating chuckles. He slammed his fist on the door frame, grabbing the 


occupants attention. 


"What now, gonna eat me?" Snickers, shoulders up and down making Nikki want to touch them. Touch him. He 


just looked so appealing, so.utterly desirable. Nikki moaned aloud. 


Vince shook his head. "You are too fucking horny." Nikki smiled, eyes lighting up. He went over to the blonde 
sitting in the chair and sat on his knee. Vince groaned, knee shaking. "Fuck, get off, you're too fuckin--" Nikki 


put his hand on Vince's crouch, rubbing slow circles on it. 


"Ahh--oh oh yeah, right uhhh" Nikki had slipped his hand in the blonde's pants, curling his black tipped fingers 
around his arousal. Screaming, moans and groans. He was going to finish it but that wouldn't have been any fun 
now would it. He got up, leaving a lusty Vince on the chair, head thrown back. He opened his eyes, glare and 
then snarl. "You fucker! Why'd you stop, get your ass back here." 


A shake of the head, black strips flying around, sly smile, oh so attractive. "Anything goes, just how the game 
is played, babe." Vince looked like he was just about ready to rip someone's head of f..someone like Nikki maybe. 


"You jackass. Just wait till the next time | get you hard and you want me, just wait" Nikki waved is hand, 
already out of the door. "I fucking hate you Nikkil" An shout back: 


"| know but you also love me." Damn. 


"Don't you fucking use my own words against me asswhipel” He knew Nikki was smirking wherever he had gone 


and it drove him crazy, he wanted to play this game his way. 


"Get back here fucking Sixx!" Wait.he could get up so.why not. He kicked the chair and ran after the bassist, 
intent to kill in his eyes. "I'm gonna fucking make you shit your pants--" He was pushed up on a wall, hot 
breath on his ear. 


He wanted to punch that annoying mouth, kiss it, fuck it.god he was hard. "I'm not the one with a raging hard- 
on just aching to be.." Bit down on the others lobe, sucking it gently. "touched," he whispered so sensuoulsy, 
went straight to his cock. 


And suddenly a slap to the face made Nikki wince, red mark there. He felt a tinge of guilt but it was soon 
whipped free when a strong hand snaked its way around his neck in a tight hold. 


Instantly his arms flew too life, battling the death lock and freeing his throat from sudden doom. He found 
himself thrown on the ground, vision blurry. A sharp intake of breath and he saw Nikki walking away. 


This time he decide to let him... 


Or he could hit him in the head with that wooden chair by the door. 


Since when did he say the game couldn't be violent? 


His smirk returned. 


H's a feeling you can't stop 
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Vince took the chair and quietly stepped closer to the kitchen, Nikki was sitting at the table with a cigarette 


and bottle of half downed Jack. His smirk grew wider, just a few more steps.. 


Shit. Nikki must have saw him in the corner of his beady little eye and pushed his stool back, making it hit 
Vince in the balls. Vince groaned, letting the chair out of his grasp and doubling over, clutching his ‘valuables’. 
"Son of a bitch!" 


Nikki laughed, sticking his foot out and poking the blonde's side. "What were you gonna do? Hit me with the 


fucking thing?" He snorted, snickering some more at the look on Vince's face. 


He got an idea. Smirk He ran to the other room and got on his knees. He took the camera from underneath the 
couch, frowning at the stickiness on it. "Ew." When he got back to the kitchen, Vince was still laid out on the 


floor, moaning and groaning. 


"Say cheese, bitch." Vince looked up, eyes in widened in horror while his jaw dropped open. His hand was still 


located at his crotch, body still curled up into a ball. 
"Fuck." Click. Flash. Chuckles. Nikki fingered the camera as if it were a prized guitar. He nodded his head happily. 


"Oh, yes love. You are so totally fucked if l.hmm gave these little pics to Tommy and let him do as he wished 


with them. You know he isn't as nicey nice as | am." 


Vince growled, "You aren't fucking nice at all." His tone got softer, weaker. "Don't dude, seriously." Nikki wanted 


to laugh but he didn't. He waved the pictures, smirk gone. 


"Fine, they're disposed of" He threw them in the ear by overflowing trash can and sighed. He pouted but then 


smiled. "| hate when you sound all cutesy like that, drives me wild." 


Smile matching his own. 


God, Vincie could be sexy. He unconsiouly licked his lips. "Ready to finish our game, babe?" Vince jumped up, pain 
in his crotch forgotten and ran past Sixx, playfully, teasingly. Ass shaking so seductively making Nikki's pants 
tighten considerably. 


He turned around on the balls of his feet, taking careful steps in the direction of the blonde. "Where oh where 
is my blondie at?" His voice sounded mournful but ‘blondie’ knew he wasn't, knew what would happen if he was 


caught. 


He would lose the game. 


That wasn't an option. 


Because if he lost he would have to be on the bottom... 


And Vince hated being on the bottom. 


Nikki started to growl, finding no trace of the singer. "Where the fuck'd you go?!" Vince wanted to chuckle, he 
loved when Nikki got all confused, the look on his face was totally priceless. 


Too bad Nikki was only acting, he ripped the closet door open, grin showing off his canines. "Found you blondie." 
Vince looked around frantically, searching for anything to buy him time. 


He didn't find anything..and Nikki had grabbed him by his hair, dragging him to a near by bedroom and dropping 


him on the bed. Nikki locked the door. Even put a chair on it in case *someone*® tried to escape. 


There was no escape now. 


Vince kicked and screamed as Nikki tied him to the bed, one foot landed by his face, almost colliding with 
perfect skin. Now the game was starting to piss Nikki the HELL OFF. He glared, biting down on the blonde's neck. 


"OUCH! Ow, ow, ow, owl" His whimpers turned into desperate moans as Nikki went lower and sucked on his little 


erect ripple. His hips bucked, eyes laced over in a haze of pleasure.. 


He was losing the game... 


Fuck.but this felt so much better than playing the game.. 


FUCK NO, HE WASN'T GOING TO GIVE IN! Vince's knee connected with Nikki's chin, a clack sound. His knee must 
have caused Nikki's teeth to click together. 


Nikki's hands dug into the singers slender hips, going through the fabric and into the skin He hissed out: "Don't 
you fucking do that again!" 


Vince did it again, wiggling his hands free from the belt. He punched the bassist in the face, reversing their 
positions and spreading Nikki's legs far apart. His pants had already come off. 


He had a mad gleam in his eyes, sweaty palms and shaking hands. He but his lip nevously. Nikki chuckled. "Can't 
do it can ya? Yeah, your too used to being the whore." 


He thrust in, hard. Nikki shut his mouth, suppressing a scream. It felt like his body was being ripped in half. 
Holy shit. Vince didn't stop, if anything his thrusts got faster, even harder... 


Nikki had a feeling he'd gone to far with the ‘whore’ comment.. 


That feeling was right. 


TBC 
| chapy lefty and its loaded with hot sex so stay tuned kids! 


H's rock and rolll 
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"FUCKER, get out, get out, get out!" Nikki screamed, wiggling and kicking. Vince shook his head, going deeper. Nikki 
growled, when Vince thrust in again he bent back and slapped the blonde. 


Vince yelped, losing concentration. Nikki took it to his advantage and pushed the singer off the bed, getting up 
and grabbing a whip from the closet, smirk on his face. 


Vince rubbed his head, growling until the whip cracked by his head. He perked to attention. "What the fuck are 
you going to do with that?!" Nikki didn't answer and instead cracked the whip again 


Vince let out a long scream, tried to get up but Nikki kicked him back down. "Not so tough now, are ya?" Vince 
made a noise close to a squeal. Nikki laughed, he coiled the whip around Vince's long legs and pulled him onto 


the bed. 


"Get that fucking thing off me, NOW!" Nikki let the whip fall, not meaning to obey the singer but he wanted to 
get on with the show. He opened the blonde's legs wide, ignoring his protests. 


"Fuck you, get the hell of mel” Nikki didn't move, hell bent on winning their little game. He took the whip handle 
in one hand, the other holding Vince's thigh. Without a word he slammed it into the blonde. 


Vince screamed, shrieked, jerked violently as the handle penetrated him. In and out in slow strokes, painful 


thrusts. "Ahhhhh, dear god, take it out Nikkil" Nikki smirked, taking it out finally but replacing it with his finger. 
Vince wiggled, scrunching up his nose. "That feels..squishy." Nikki chuckled, "Squishy?" Vince nodded, 


"Yes, squishy." Nikki inserted another finger, tracing Vince's cock with his other hand. The singer gasped, 
arching his hips up slightly. "Ohhh." Lust moan, fingers working faster and faster, deeper and then.. 


He takes them out. Vince twists, groans, bucking his hips. He wants more. His moans make Nikki hard. That 
slender waist, long legs, flexible body.. 


Nikki shivered. 


Vince was losing the game.. 


Nikki was going to win. 


Vince bent up and sucked his bottom lip. More shivers. Vince had wrapped his legs around Nikki's waist, rubbing 
their full on erections together. Nikki mouth opened, little moans escaped. 


Oh god, he wanted Vince..but his mind said play... 


Fuck his mind. 


He pushed the singer back, nipping at his neck. Trailing hot kisses down his throat and to his collar bone, 
farther.. 


He got down to an erect nipple, looking oh so tasty. He wrapped his tongue arourd it, on it. Sucking hard while 
his hand played with the blonde's cock. Stroking soft at first but getting faster.. 


"Blondie." Vince knew what he was going to say and sighed, nodding his head. 


"Yeah do it, god do it now baby!" He pushed his cock into his hole, groaning at the heat enveloping it. 


"Oh.fuck." Nikki licked his lips, rocking in and out, pushing every now and then a little bit farther. Vince had his 
head thrown back, matching his thrusts with passion. 


"More, more! Harder, deeper!" He started getting wilder, pounding in hard, so hard in fact Vince began to bleed 
but neither cared. Too lost. Nikki dug his nails into the blonde's hips. He grit his teeth, trying not to release the 


final moan. 


"FUCK IT IM COMING!!!" Nikki couldn't stay controlled, white liquid shot out of Vince's dick, coating his stomach 
and dripping onto the bed sheets. His fingers tore at the cover, back arching up his back 


Nikki screamed. 


"Shit, ah, ah, ahhhhhhl!" 


He collapsed on the singer, chest rising and falling, eyes glassed over. Vince sighed, mouth still opened slightly. 
Nikki turned his head to face him, a smug smirk on his lips. 


Vince growled. "Don't fucking say it" 


"You." He took a moment to pretend to think about the next word. 


"Lost" 


Vince sighed. 


Third time this week. 


Damnit. 


END 
Hope it was okay, | couldn't make my Nikki lose. *///* 


